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My throat was swathed in bandages and I realized that a
number of teeth had disappeared. I could swallow nothing j
but this inconvenience was nothing compared with the frightfiil
pain in my left knee whenever I tried to stir. But the train was
comfort indeed ; and after a night of travel, I found myself
again in an ambulance and my body was deposited at No. 6
Red Cross Hospital (Lady Murray's) among the pine forests of
Hardelot.

They bathed me and then put me into a ward with six other
officers. Then they bandaged me and I dropped off to sleep.
When I awoke a fresh breeze was blowing from the sea through
the wide-flung windows, gently fanning my face. I glanced out
through the window at the white-flecked blue waters as some
great ship, following the curve of the coastline, slowly entered
the harbour accompanied by a busy escort. And I could see the
white cliffs of the Homeland standing just beyond the horizon.
I watched the morning leave-boat steam out from the harbour,
the whirling seagulls in its wake, and then I saw that there was
a nurse sitting beside me. I was desperately hungry, and she had
anticipated this. I swallowed hot soup, and then revived.

In the bed opposite to me was a boy in the Flying Corps.
They had already cut off his foot, but he did not know it, and a
wicker cradle beneath the bedclothes raised them above the
shattered stump. When the doctor bandaged it he tried to see
what they were doing, and then later in the morning they carried
him away and severed the leg below the knee.

The nurse, I shall never forget her, saved that life. The men
in the ward were all desperately wounded, their physical afflic-
tions so great that now peace was all they desired. For long
hours the nurse watched beside the boy as he raved and
babbled of horrors which she could only dimly picture, who
alternatively prayed and cursed, and who finally under her
ministration lay quietly beneath the soothing influence of
morphia. She remained beside the bedside all that day, through-
out the night and until late in the afternoon on the following day.
Then he came back from some no-man's-land of his own. She
remained thus, the conscious victor over the wounded man's
unconsciousness: the firm determined flow of her will stilled the
waves of a distraught mind in the whirlpools of insanity. And
when he knew, as he did immediately, that his leg was gone, she
forced those waves in unison with her own mind to flow gently
on into the placid stream of a woman's love- The nurse had